Merry ANDRE W's ſaci and wofull Lamentati- 
on for the Loſs of his Sweetheart F O AN. 
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To the Tune of, J marry and thank ye too. 


> w— 


A J am come to Town, 
and here make pſtiſull moan, 
Foz having rambled up and down 


can't find out my true Love Joan. 


J came to Bartholomew Fair, 
and ſearch'd that Place alone, 
Expecting to have found her there, 

my delicate Syrce: heart Joan. 
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Licenſed according to Order. 


Jam in a pitifull Caſe, . 
and ſhall be overthzown, 

J have made many a ſowze Fate, 
for want of my true Love 


In Bed J can take no reſt, 
but tumble and tols aldne, 

A thouſand Tozments in my Bꝛeaſt 
ſor want of my Sweetheart Joan. 
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To Lobe J am ſo enclin'd, 

and daily do make ſad moan, 
And quite diſtracted in my mind 

for want of my true Love Joan. 


She's as ſweet as a licking Plg, 
fo2 her J do make my moan 3 

IJ long to Dance che UUe Jig 
along with my Sweetheart Joan. 


J wander the ſilent Gzobe, 
and make moſt piteous moan, 
Jam over head and ears in Lobe, 
and all for my Sweetheart Joen. 


Foz ſhe was as ſweet a bit, 
as ever by me was known, 

Her pzetious Smiles J can'r fozger, 
Oh, where is my Sweetheart Joan, 


Her Lips they were Cherry red, 


the had but one fault alone, 
A little Child e*er the was Ued, 
my delicate Sweetheart Joan, 
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J like her never the wozſe, 
the Child's a Champion grown, 
By being well bzought up at Nurſe, 
But where is my Sweetheart Joan: 


To ſpeak of her Beauty bꝛight, 

| there hardly is ſuch a Dne, 

her pleaſant Charms do's dim my fight, 
my delicate Sweetheart Joan. 


At onte ſhe looks North and South, 
her Beauty J nds mult own, 

She has a petty Sparrows Mouth, 

my delicate Sweetheart Joan. 


Her putty (wert Beetle hꝛo r-, 
but Teeth the has not cue, 
She is as lender as a Cow, 
my delicate Sweetheart Ioan. 


Her Hair's as black as a Cole, 
fo her J do make ſad moan, 


I fear ſome Lozdo2 Earl has ſtole 
my delicate Sweetheart Joan. 
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